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Did Fawcett find 
the “Lost City”? 


HOME 
TOWN 
NEWS 


SAYS IT WITH FLOWERS, 
TO 





(OST multi-lingual figure in 

London to-day is Dr. B. 
Schindler, head of a foreign 
language printing and publish- 
ing service. 

He speaks, reads, writes 
every language in Europe, and 
is a dab hand at Chinese, 
Tibetan, Siamese, Hebrew, 
Arabic, Pushtu, Bengali and 
Singhalese, and is now going 
ahead to master others. 

The first half-dczen or so are 
the hardest, he says. 


WEST COUNTRY 
“ AUCTIONEERESS.” 
ELIEVED to be the only 
“auctioneeress” in the 
West Country, Mrs. J. Sawdye, 
of Ashburton, can be seen most 
market days at Newton Abbot, 


“knocking ’em down” to 
Devon farmers. 

Her speciality is poultry 
auctions, but she also sells 


houses and furniture. 

She is carrying on her hus- 
band’s business while he has 
“other business on hand” with 
the Eighth Army. 

But Mrs. Sawdye is not con- 
tent with one job. She works 
every day as a nurse from nine 
in the morning till two in the 
afternoon—and then does her 
auctioneering. 

In her “spare time” re- 
cently she organised a sale for 
the Red Cross. 


FISHY—BUT TRUE. 

WHEN you want a fish, you 
normally want ai line, 

some bait, and—let us say, a 

rod. 

Two RIN. divers dispensed 
with all these—but still they 
got their fish. 

It happened when R. M. 
Woods, of Streatham, London, 
and T. A. Brown, of South Ash- 
ford, Kent, were working at 
Philippeville, Algeria. 

Woods, when “Under the 
Surface,” saw a mullet swim- 
ming past him.’ And attached 
to the mullet was a length of 
catgut. So Wood grabbed the 
catgut. “ 

He got the fish all right, for 
inside the mullet was a hook. 
He brought the fish to the sur- 
face with him. ; 

It was the first time in ten 
years of diving that either of 
the R.N. men had got a catch 
They had fish for supper. 


TWO HD MIL-PRES & JK. 

NY of you boys in 

“Tron Game” ? 

If so, we need not explain 
the above flag-wag. But, for 
the others, it means Two-Hand 
Military Press and Jerk. One 
of those terms used in Weight 
Lifting, the sport of ‘the healthy 
and strengithy. ‘ 

Latest to enter the daily 
work-out is an A.A. team In a 
London suburb. They can’t 
help it; their Sarge is Alec 
Murray, — light-weight 
champ. of Scotland, 
“Olympic lifts.” 

He works them out every 
midrn’s:morn by military presses 
with 56lb. shells. 


the 


on the 


“They handle the stuff slick| _ 


on raid nights,” says Alec. 
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TALES OF DARING TRAVEL 






INTO THE UNKNOWN 


Somewhere in the Jungle Continent of the Brazilian Matto Grosso, many Say,.is a 
“Lost City,” a capital of a lost race which refuses to approach modern civilisation. 
A Portuguese expedition two centuries ago said they found the city, but were afraid 


to go into it. 
Many 


killed by savage Indians or dying of exhaustion. 
_ British Colonel Fawcett 18 years ago made a determined effort to prove what he 
sincerely believed—that the “ Lost City” was no myth, but a reality. He and his party 


disappeared—but since then, encouraged by 
alive and had discovered his “Lost City,” other expeditions have gone out. 


their turn have disappeared. 


“ proof” 


that Colonel 


expeditions have set out on this mysterious quest; many have disappjeared, 


Fawcett was still 
Some in 


lin the civilised strip of coast that skirts the Matto Grosso jungle. in the high! 
modernised city of Rio de Janeiro, you will find many who know ihe ‘hingle who dbl 


that Fawcett succeeded where 


TPHE mystery of the fate of 
= Colonel Fawcett, the Brit- 
ish explorer, who disappeared 
18 years ago in the 
Hell” of the unknown jungles 
of Central Brazil, has been in- 
tensified by new discoveries. 

A golden compass and a rare 
book called “Government of 
Men” have been brought out 
of the jungle by a famous 
Brazilian explorer, Colonel 
Mario Barata, and he says it is 
eertain that they belonged to 
Colonel Fawcett. 

The compass and the book, he 
adds, were given him by the 
Murcielagos or “Bat” Indians 
on the River of Death, deep in 
the jungle. 

It was in the early summer of 
1925 that Colonel Fawcett, ac- 
companied by his son Jack and 
another Englishman, Raleigh 
Rimell, plunged into the great- 
est unexplored area in the 
world. They were searching 
for the “Lost City of the Matito 
Grosso,” first reported 200 years 
ago by a Portuguese explora- 
tion party. 


RESCUE EFFORTS FAIL. 


month later Colonel Faw- 

ceti's party had disappeared. 
Since then, seven rescue at- 
tempts have been made to 
find Colonel Fawcett. Two of 
these rescue parties have 
themselves disappeared with- 
out trace, swallowed up by 
the Matto Grosso. 

The most determined of these 
attempts was by a Swiss trap- 
per, Stephan Rattin, who 
brought back from the Matto 
Grosso a curious ring, which 
Colonel’ Fawcett’s wife identi- 
fied as her husband's. 

The gold ring—a_ twisted 
snake with ruby eyes—was al- 
ways worn by Colonel Fawcett, 
she declared. 

On the strength of Rattin’s 
story, an expedition was raised 
and the party set off, strongly 
armed, well equipped, and 


carrying a short-wave portable 
transmitter. 

In the depths of the Matto 

Grsso there is a saying :— 


“ Green} 


others failed. 





The jewelled humming bird. 


“You are all right so long 
as you stick to the rivers.” 
Messages were received twice 

a day from Rattin’s party—so 
long as they were in their boats, 
heading for Cuyaba, 750 miles 
from the Brazilian coast. 
But—once the party started 
to trek overland, the messages 
became more infrequent. 


“INDIANS RESTIVE.” 


The last message was :— 

“Murcielagos Indians seem 
restive. Several of our por- 
ters have deserted. To-day, 
across our path we met a 
rope from which were hang- 
ing red feathers. It looks un- 
healthy, but we are pushing 
on.” 


Then there was silence. That 
was ten years ago—and noth- 
ing more has ever been heard 
of Rattin and his party. 

Two other exploration parties 
have set out—and returned 
after giving up the attempt to 
trek overland. 

And to-day the discovery of 


the gold compass and the rare 
book has raised again the 
questions :— 
Is Colonel Fawcett still 
alive? Did he discover the 
“Lost City”? 


The most probable answer to 
the first question is: Colonel 
Fawcett, if he was not killed 
by the Murcielagos, would now 
be over 75 years of age, and it 


The jungle’s only beauty. 


is doubtful whether, a white 
man could live to that age in 
the sweltering depths of one of 
the hottest regions in the 
world. 


But the “Lost City” ? 

That is a different matter, 
for now we move from the 
probable to the possible. 


THE JUNGLE CONTINENT. 


_ The unexplored Matto Grosso 
is the equivalent in size to the 
whole of Europe, without Rus- 
sia. Air photographs and map- 
ping show nothing except 
thousands of miles of tree-tops 
broken by a few rivers and 
waterways. 

You can believe what you 
like about the Matto Grosso— 
there is no one to contradict 
you. 

You can plumb for prehis- 
toric monsters, white Indians 
wearing pure gold ornaments, 
for a lost civilisation. 

Fawcett—like many who 

have traded with Indians deep 
in the interior of the Matto 
Grosso—was strong in his 
belief that somewhere in that 
jungle continent was a lost 
city and a lost people. The 
fabled Atlantis, the continent 
that was “swallowed up by 
the sea,” is, according to 
some, originated by the real 
lost continent, swallowed up 
by the jungles of Brazil. 





Just one perii—the 
LOST CITY DISCOVERY. 


The first “proof” of the 
“Lost City” is an account writ- 
ten by a Portuguese explorer 
two centuries ago 

In 1743, a small party, con- 


sisting of six Portuguese and a 


dozen negro slaves, with a train 
of 20 Indians, set out in quest 
of some half-fabulous silver 
and gold mines. They set off 
down the Xingu “River of 
Death,” which branches off the 
Amazon deep towards Cuyaba. 

Eleven years later. one man 
returned, and this is his story. 

In the heart of the Central 
Plateau they came upon a 
sudden jagged range of moun- 
tains. Climbing up a crevice 
in the precipitous sides, they 
emerged on a table-land, and 
saw before them in the dis- 
tance the outlines of a city— 
a city massively built with 
huge blocks of stone. The 
city, he added, seemed de- 
fserted. But nearby were 
paths clear of jungle creeper 
and roads newly made. 
Fever and fights with Indians 

had reduced the party to three 
men, the Portuguese goes on, 
and they were afraid to go into 
fhe city. 

On the return Journey his 
two companions died, and he 
was the only man to get back 
to civilisation. The Portu- 
guese started to raise another 
expedition, but before he 
could succeed he himself 
died. 

One hundred years later the 
Brazilian Government un- 
earthed this document, and an 


AND THEY 


{ HEN guns, expeditions and 
planes failed, the Brazil- 
ian Government tried to entice 
the wild and dangerous Indians 
of the Matto Grosso to come 
fut and make friends. And 
that in itself is a risky job. 


“ATTRACTION POSTS.” 

The huge Matto Grosso has 
oeen, somewhat ambitiously, 
divided into ten “ Government 
Departments,” and ‘“ Attraction 
Posts,” stocked with objects 
likely to arouse cupidity in a 
primitive people have been set 
up. 

Tall trees are fitted with) 
steps and armoured crows’ 
nests erected, where, towards 
evening, interpreters cry 
aloud through the jungle 
messages of amity. Lanes 
cut to Brazilian armed camps 
are hung, every half-mile or 
so, with presents. 

The messages are cried out 


only as darkness falls; the 
Murcielagos are called the 
“Bat Indians,’ because they 


go hunting at night and sleep 
during the day. 





Matto Grosso puma. 


armed expedition was raised vw 
search for the ‘“ Lost City.” 
_The expedition clashed con- 
tinuously with hostile Indians 
while going down the River of 
Death, and the attempt was 
given up when malaria af- 
fet half the Brazilian sol- 
iers. 


THE LAST EXPEDITION. 
a did Fawcett think him- 
e 


In 1925 he wrote :— 

“There is certainly a lost 

civilisation in the depths of 
the Brazilian jungle. The 
general location and sur- 
rounding topography of this 
lost people are known to only 
three men. Qne was @ 
Frenchman, whose last at- 
tempt to get there cost him 
an eye, and it is probable he 
will make no more; the sec- 
ond is an Englishman, who is 
suffering from an advanced 
stage of cancer; and the third 
is myself.” 
Five years earlier Fawcett had 
made an abortive attempt to 
penetrate the regions north of 
Cuyaba; the expedition was 
held up by floods and his com- 
panions broke dewn. Fawcett 
had to turn back. 

It was not a thing he was ac- 
customed to doing. He was a 
powerful and determined man. 

He set out on his second— 
and’ final—exploration. 

“We shall find the Lost 
City,” he declared. 

What is your verdict? Did 
Fawcett succeed? Is he alive? 


STILL TRY 


MUSIC DOES NOT CALM. 

Music is sometimes em- 
ployed to attract the fierce 
tribes. At night the wails of 
the viola float over the forest, 
and when the Indians draw 
near, messages spoken in their 
own tongue are called out, 
offering beads, cloth and food, 
which await their coming 
friendship to the camps of the 
white men. 

Often the only reply is the 
zip! zip! of poisoned 

and arrows fired at the ar 

moured crows’-nest. 

But sometimes, at the out- 
skirts of the jungle, the In 
dians’ distrust is overcome and 
the savages drift into the 
camps, suspicious, alert. It is 
a tense moment; one_ false 
move om the part of the Brazil- 
ians and the fight will begin. 

After several weeks of peace- 
ful offerings by the white men, 
the “Attraction Post” is 
moved further into the jungle. 

But, so slow is progress, 
that it is estimated it will be 

somewhere: round A.D. 2343 

before the posts have entered 

the region where the “Lost 

City” is said to be. 


Ss 











MONDAY. ; jae 
[us new creature with the long hair is a 
good deal in the way. It is always hanging 
around and following me about. I don’t like 
_ this; I am not used to company. I wish it 
_ would stay with the other animals..... 
Cloudy to-day, wind in the east; think we 
Shall have rain....WE? Where did | get 
that word?...I remember now—the new 
creature uses it. 
* 


TUESDAY. 
BEN examining the great waterfall. It is 
the finest thing on the estate, I think. The 
new creature calls it Niagara Falls—why, I am 
sure I do not know. Says it looks like Niagara 
Falls. That is not a reason; it is mere way- 
Wwardness and imbecility. 
1 get no chance to name paid myself. 
_ The new creature names everything that 
qomes ajong, before | can get in a protest. 
And Pore that same pretext Is offered—it 
LOOKS like the thing. » 
There is the dodo, for instance. Says the 
_ moment one looks at it one sees at a glance 
that it “looks like a dodo.” 
' It will have to keep that name, no doubt. It 
wearies me to fret about it, and it does no 
good, anyway. Dodo! It looks no more like a 
| dodo than I do. 
ie. * * * * 
| WEDNESDAY. y 
UILT me a shelter against the rain, 
could not have it to myself in peace. 
new creature intruded. 
f When I tried to put it out it shed water 
| out of the holes it looks with, and wiped it 
is away with the back of its paws, and made a 
‘noise such as some of the other animals make 
i when they are in distress. 
i I wish it would not talk; it is always talk- 
|- fig. That sounds like a cheap fling at the 
f poor creature, a slur; but I do not mean it so. 
I have never heard the human voice before, 
| . and any new and strange sound intruding 
r, itself here the solemn hush of these 
f dreaming solitudes offends my ear and seems 
I @ false note. . 
| . And this new sound is so close to me; it is 
right at my shoulder, right at my ear, first on 
| one side and then on the other, and I am used 
} only to sounds that are more or less distant 
from me. 
1] * * * * 
FRIDAY. : 
Maming goes recklessly on, in spite of 
‘'t anything I can do. I had a very good name 
for the estate, and it was musical ahd pretty— 
GARDEN-OF-~EDEN. 
Privately, I continue to call it that, but not 
amy longer publicly. 
I The new creature says it is all woods and 
rocks and scenery, and therefore has no re- 
ia semblance to a garden. Says It LOOKS like a 
\ ee and does not look like anything BUT a 
i rk. 
| Consequently, without consulting me, it has 
| been new-named — NIAGARA FALLS PARK. 
| ‘This is sufficiently high-handed, it seems to me. 
f And already there is a sign up: 
KEEP OFF 
THE GRASS 
(My life is not as happy as it was. 
. * * * 


SATURDAY. 
new creature ealts too much fruit. 
fare going to run short, most likely. 


* * * 







We 






ders ? 


mis-spelt : 


mination, 


| For geytoday 


1. A pachyderm is—a kind of|it a.m. or p.m. 
suilt-case, the scales of a fish, ho was 
an extinct monster, a plant, an| 1 
elephant ? evil that men 

2. Who wrote (a) “Jew Suss,”| them, 
(b) “The Jew of Malta”? 


an “intruder,” at 

Grill, Bake, Boil, Toast, Fry? 
4. Who is the Patron Saint of 

Music ? > 
5. Who said. “It is a far, far 


| be right by chance. 


JANE 


The arrest 





better thing that I do than I 
have ever done?” 

6. What mythical character 
held up the world on his shoul- 


7. Which of the following are 
Lamentation, Lam- 
Lambant, Lammer- 
geyer, Lamentable ? 

8. If it is noon in England, is 


10. Complete correctly: “The 


11. When was 
3. Which of the following is|Imternational Signal Code uni- 
and why: Roast,| versally adopted ? 

12. What is‘a mugwump ? 


A fool must now and then 





‘GOOD MORNING 


We are privileged to be able to 
present to our readers some ex- 


tracts from th 


ADAM’S 
IARY 


deciphered from chip- 
ped messages found on 








»st stones by that eminent 


archaeologist 


MARK TWAIN 


“We” again—that is ITS word; mine, too, 
mow, from hearing it so much, 
Good deal of fog this moming. 

out in the fog myself. 
The new creature does. It goes out in all 
weathers, and stumps right im with its muddy 


I do not go 


feet. And talks. It used to be so pleasant and 
quiet here. : % 
SUNDAY. 

ULILED through. This day is getting to be 


more and more trying. 
It was selected and set apart last November 
as a day of rest. 
I already had six of them per week, before. 
This morning found the new creature try- 
ing to clod apples out of that forbidden tree. 


MONDAY. 
]\HE new creature says its name is Eve. 

That is all right, I have mo objections. Says 
it is To call it by when I want it to come. 

Y said it was superfluous, then. 

The word evidently raised me in its respect, 
and indeed it is a lange, good word, and will 
bear repetition. 

It says it Is not an It, it Is a She. 

This is probably doubtful; yet it is all one 
to me; what she is were nothing to me if she 
would but go by herself and not talk. 


* * * 

TUESDAY. : 
GHE has litttered the whole estate with 
execrable names and offensive signs :— 
pe- THIS WAY TO THE WHIRLPOOL. 
pe- THIS WAY TO GOAT ISLAND. 

p@- CAVE OF THE WINDS THIS WAY. 
She says this park would make a tidy summer 


Answers to Quiz 
in No. 149 


1. Man-headed fish. 

2. (a) Sir Walter Scott, (b) 
Christopher Marlowe. ; 

3. Tables are mot made to sit 
upon; the others are. 

4, A side of bacon. 

5, The Dwarf in Scott's “Lay 
of the Last Minstrel.” 

6. A paragon is a pattern or 
model; a parergon is a job 
pose is subsidiary to another 
jiob. 

7, Reconnaissance, 
pense. 

8. Sir Isaac Newton. _ 
9.\A character in Dickens's 
ard Times.” 

10, “. .. consider her ways 
and be wise.” 

11. 1415. 

12. A variety of apple. 


in America ? 
id Pew ? 

do jives after 

"the present 

Recom- 


“ 


Cowper. 





HERE IS YOUR 





e original of 


4) 
& 


@ 







resort, ‘e was any custom for it. Summer 
resort—another invention of hers—iust words, 
without any meaning. 
What is a summer resort? But it is best not 
to ask her, she has. such a nage for explaining. 
= , 


FRIDAY. . 
GHE has taken to beseeching me to stop going 

over the Fails. What harm -does it do? 
. Says it makes her shudder. I wonder why. 

I have always done it—always liked the 
plinge, and the excitement, and the coolness. 
I supposed it was what the Falls were for. 

They have no other use that I can see, and 
they must have been made for something. She 
says they were only made for scenery—iike the 
rhinoceros and the mastodon. 

| went over the Falls in a barrel—not satis- 
factory to her. Went over in a tub—still not 
satisfactory. Swam the Whirlpool and the 

Rapids in a fig-leaf suit. It got much dam- 

aged. Hence, tedious complaints about my 

extravagance. 

I am too much hampered here. What I need 
is change of scene. 


SATURDAY. 
ESCAPED last Tuesday night, and travelled 
two days, and built me another shelter, in a 
secluded place, and obliterated my tracks as 





* * 





ALLIED PORTS 


Guess the name of this 
ALLIED PORT from the 
following clues to its letters. 


My first is in CHISEL, but not 
in PLANE, 

My second’s in PORTUGAL, 
not in SPAIN, 

My third is in STRATEGY, not 
in TACTICS, 

My fourth’s not in JUMPING, 
but GYMNASTICS, 

My fifth is in MOVEMENT, not 
in CRAWL, 19 

My sixth is in LUGGER, but 
not,in YAWL, 

My seventh’s in HAILING and 
in HAUL, 

My eighth is in ROPES, but not 
in RIGGING, 

My ninth is in VICTORY, not 
in DIGGING. 

(Answer on Page 3) 
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well as I could, but she hunted me out by 
means of a beast which she has tamed and 
calls a wolf, and came making that pitiful noise 
again, and shedding that water out of the places 
she looks with. : 
| was obliged to return with her, but will 
presently emigrate again, when occasion 
offers. ‘ : 

She engages herself in many foolish things ; 
among others, trying to study out why the: 
animals called lions and tigers live on grass 
and flowers, when, as she says, the sort of 
teeth they wear would indicate that they were 
intended to eat each other. 

This would be foolish, because to do that 
would be to kill each other, and that would 
introduce what, as I understand it is called 
“ death’; and death, as I have been told, has 
not yet entered the Park. 

Which is a pity, on some accounts, 
- * 


SUNDAY. 
PULLED through. 


MONDAY. 

BELIEVE I see what the week is for; it is 

to give time to rest up from the weariness 
of Sunday. It seems a good idea. . 5 

She has been climbing that tree again. 

Clodded her out of it. She said nobody was 

looking. .... 

Seems to consider that a sufficient justifica- 
tion for chancing any dangerous thing. Told 
her that. 

The word justification moved her admiration 
—and envy, too, I thought. It is a good wond. 

* * * 


THURSDAY. 

HE told me she was made out of a rib taken 

from my body. 
This is at least doubtful, if mot more than 

that. I have not missed any rib... . 

She is in much trouble about the buzzard; 
says grass does not agree with it; is afraid she 
can’t raise it; thinks ilt was intendied to live on 
decayed flesh. 

The buzzard must get along the best it. can 
with what is provided. 

We cannot overturn the whole scheme to 
accommodate the buzzard. 

* * * 


SATURDAY. 
GHE fell in the pond yesterday, when she was 

_ looking at herself in it, which she is always 
doing. She nearly strangled, and said it was 
most uncomfortable. 

This made her sorry for the creatures which 
live in there, which she caills fish, for she con- 
tinues to fasten names on to things that don’t 
need them and don’t come when they are 
called by them, which is a matter of no conse- 
quence to her, as she is such a numskull any- 
way.. 

So she got a lot of them out and brought 
them in last night and put them in my bed 
to keep warm, but I have noticed them now 
and then all day. and I don’t see that they 
are any happier there than they were before, 
only quieter. 

When night comes | shall throw them out- 
doors. 

I will mot sleep with them again,’ for I find 
them clammy and unpleasant to lie among 
when a person hasn’t anything on. 

* * 1” * 


SUNDAY. 
ULLED through. 
(Continued on Page 3) 


* * 


* 








[CROSSWORD CORNER 


CLUES ACROSS. 
f' Vehicle, 
Spring. 
9 Famous Latin 
poet. 
Part of ear. 
Flowering 
plant. 
Soothe. 
Anaesthetic. 
Absolute. 
White dog. 
Fish. 
Plan. 
Cerise. 
Big deer. 
Fundamental. 
Scotch boy, 
Constellation. 
Sense of taste. 
Observed. 
Boy’s name, 
Reptile, 
Female 


animals. 
P| Ld RR 


NIEMWIT!S] 
GIRIEJE|T|S| 






|AINIG| 
HORNET 
IBIAIR 


eed 


SWORD, CONRAD!— 
NOW DEFEND 
YOURSELF LIKE 







CLUES DOWN. 

(2 Source. 3S Roguish, 4 Con- 
6 Mixture., 7 Pigeon. 8 Cut 
10 Of the potter’s art. 12 Narrow leaf. 
16 Of current interest. (8 Dull, 20 Conscious. 
21 Short-legged dog. 24 Cars wherein food is 
served, 26 Musically soft. 27 Of stable shape. 
28 Shrub, 30 Volcanic matter, 31 Piece of news, 
33 Shuck. 


NUMERICAL PUZZLE 


MAN had three accounts;totalled exdctly what he still 


presented to him. He hap-|had_ to pay on the other two 
ido notice Aliat We ohe combined. No pence were in- 
pene volved. What were the amounts 
for the largest amount was half|of the three bills ? 

as much again as the next one, (Solution in No. 151) 
which, in its turn, was half as 
much again as the smallest. 


: of Sane 
is the 
Signal for 
2 free HiOAt 
! lo break 
° out in the 
royal ce Wy a. ya 
courtroom...| | kA\ <_) if (a ess Fes } |, 


1 Screw groove. 
structs. 5 Permit, 


down. 






DIAIU/B} 
L-/E|DIGIEIR| 








Solution to Numerical Puzzle 








He couldn’t pay them all, so in No. 149. 
decided to pay 11s. off each. He 179 
ai then noticed that what was left 537 
owing on the largest bill 716 
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NOUSE MUGS ARE 







LOOKIT, LEM! WELL, {LL BE 






T | | | PRIS'NERS, WANTED BY , TH onttenpt” Fit 
tas a DOE GONED: ee +unaDAY.- ee 


QHE has taken up with a snake now. 
The other animals are glad, for she was 
gwere experimenting with them and bothening | 
em. 
And | am glad, because the snake tal 
this enables me ‘to get a rest, = 


FRIDAY. . 

GHE says the snake advises her to try the 
fruit of that tree, and says the result will 

be a great and fine and noble education. 

1 told her there would be another result, too, 

—it would introduce death into the world.. 

That was a mistake—it had been better to 
keep the remark to myself; it only gave her P| 
an idea—she could save the sick buzzand, and ‘| 
furnish fresh meat to the despondent lions and 


* 





MEANWHILE 











‘ Y tigers. o 
TOP!- STOP!-MR JOLLY! EH ?- CAN'T TURN NOw, ; 
acre wri BEHIND AT LASS - BUT [LL WAIT ‘ERE | TWO OTHERS ARE | PLACE THEY'D EXPECT TO She mid the wala ne 
THE OL GRAVEL PIT!!! WITH THE BOATS WHILE ALSO mm, FINDUS - AND WE I foresee trouble. Will emigrate. 
x YOU AN’ BERT ON THEIR WAY INGHT EVEN WEDNESDAY, ) : 
NIP BACK BACK TO THE "7 PICK UP THAT [ HAVE had ‘a variegated time. _ ig 


GRAVEL PIT... - I escaped that night, and rode a horse al 
light as fast as he could go, hoping to get 
clear out of the Park and hide in some other 
country before the trouble should begin; but 
t was not to be. 


ACROST 





ACH!-I'D BE We 
EASIER IF You \¥\ 





About an hour after sunup, as I was riding | 

: through a flowery plain where thousands of 

SHAVED OFF attimals were grazing, slumbering, or playing. 

THAT TELL- '3 ether sea ether al oe to their wont, all 

5 of-a su n ey broke into a tempest of 

“| TALE BEARD : frightful noises, and in one moment the plain 
fai) OF YOURS—! a was in a frantic commotion and every ats a 

ai g gees eS a was Peg na Wf ry neighbor. hi 
. ew whai meant—Eve had eaten that - 
POPEYE fruit. and death was come into the world. ... 


9 The tigers ate my horse, paying no attention 
LE'S OPING A WINDY AN’ vhen I ordered them to desist, and they would 
’ ven have eaten me if I had stayed—which I 
AIR OUT THE PLACE! lidn’t, but went away in much haste... . | 
| found this place, outside the Park, and | 
was fairly comfortable for a few days, but | 
she has found me out. Found me out, and 
has named the place Tonawanda—says It 
LOOKS like that. " 
In fact,,I was not sorry she came, for there 1 
ire but meagre pickings here, and she brought 
some of those apples. 
I was obliged to eat them, I was so hungry. 
It was against my principles, but I find that 
drinciples have no real fonce except when one 
‘s well fed. ... 
She came curtained in boughs and bunches 
of leaves, and when I asked her what she meant 
by such nonsense, and snatched them away and 
threw them down, she tittered and blushed. 
I had never seen a person titter and blush 


SAILORS ; > ; 3 OH, B , 
CAN'T Pes 
peeiot a HELLO 
THIS NEW aN or 
PERFUME 

















f ° patore, and to me it seemed unbecoming aind 
Wotic. 
| Ks0- sow was AT A 4| Pun Doss He Have Tod YHELLO, JOM - She said | would soon know how It was 
GUARD Vou myself. 





GO CHASING ROUND s 
KIORLD This was correct. 
ze, ON ALL Hungry as I was, I laid down the apple half- 
eaten—certainily the best one I ever saw, con- 
sidering the lateness of the season—and ar- 
rayed myself in the discanded boughs and 
branches, and then spoke to her with some 
severity, and ordered her to go and get some 
more and not make such a spectacle of herself. 4 
She did it, and after this we crept down " 
to where the wild-beast battle had been, and 
collected some skins, and | made her patch 
together a couple of suits proper for public 
‘accasions. 
: ay DO They are uncomfortable, it is true, but stylish, 
a ¢ eps and that is the main point about clothes. . . . 
j bs ae k } d I find she is a good deal of a companion, I 
see I should be lonesome and depressed with- 
out her, now that I have lost my pro y. 
Another thing, she says it is ordered that we 
work for our living hereafter. She will be 
useful. I will superintend. 





THE DRUNKEN PRIEST 
SPILLS OUT HIS SECRETS-- 


OVER THE HILL IS 
“TON TURIA - --A WEALTHY 
LAND ---1TS KING WAS 
A FAMOUS WARRIOR, WE 

ENVIED wasi® 2 gee 


¥/ NAY, SINCE HIS ONLY % IN * 
] | DUGHTER” VANISHED, HE TEN DAYS LATER. 
HAS HE LOST HIS (| WANTS Srice hk 7 ; - ae Ooh me of being the cause of our 
q NOW ROTH ict i Rat isaster ! ; 
eg a os Ys te ah ? im hee She says, with apparent sincerity and tnuth, 
that the Serpent assured her that the forbidden 
fruit was not apples, it was chestnuts. 
| said | was innocent, then, for | had not 
eaten any chestnuts. 

She said the Serpent informed her that “chest- 
nut” was a figurative term meaning an aged 
and mouldy joke. : 

I turned pale at that, for I have made many . 
jokes to pass the weary time, and scme of them 
could have been of that sort, though I had 
honestly supposed that they were new when I ~ 
made them. > 

She asked me if I had made one just at the 
time of the catastrophe. I was obliged to admit 
that I had made one to myself, though not 


~ 





JUST JAKE aloud. F 
iy TITUS—HON DID Siz te @TAP MEN. GO AND HIRE A HUGE AY { GAD, WOULD YOU SABOTAGE i wae thinking about the Faite, andi 
» TUS — / Falls, an 
COSTLAIGH RELLY-FEOULL ANGLE SUITABLY —WHAT N WW EXCAVATOR AND FIFTY MEN, TITUS VII THE WAR —LaWKs. | | to myself, “How wonderful it is\ ip see that 
THE MINERAL VERY SIMPLY, SQUIRE A BUSINESS MAN / —WE WILL START DIGGING A MINE ; STAND RIGHT BACK, RABBLE!- \\ MINE BEA vast body of water bys ie aes a toe 
RIGHTS OF THE [| — By STABBING THE — HE WAS BORN A B\ RIGHT HERE IN THE BAR PARLOUR! ¢ THE MINISTER FOR THE PRODUCTION }} MILD-AN’= in an instant a bright thought flashe 


head, and I let it fly, saying, “It would be a 
OF HosTiLiTy HARDWARE HAS BEEN) | BITTER; ) | Goal more wonderful to see it tumble up there!” 
SCREAMIN' FOR (RON, STEEL, —and I was just about to kill myself with laugh- 
QUARTZ AND. WHATNOT, —% | ing at it when all nature broke loose in war 
and death,.and I had to flee for m life. 
“There,” she said, with triumph, “that is 
just it; the Serpent mentioned that very jest, 
and called it the First Chestnut, and said it 
was coeval with. the creation.” 
Alas, I am indeed to blame. Would that I 
were not witty; oh, would that I had never 
had that radiant thought! 
(To be continued) Z 


Solution to Allied Ports: STRANRAER. 


COUPLE OF HUNDRED 
YEARS BEFORE HIP 
TIME, THOUGH 


GROUND TRUE OWNER IN THE 
UNDERNEATH ) pace AT THE BATILE 
OF BANNOCKBURN 
AND PILFERING 














Putting her 
foot into it 


But Desda Kumari looks as 
though she’Il skate away with 
it, anyway. 


Morning 


All communications .o be addressed 
to: * Good Morning,” 
C/o Press Division, 
Admiralty, 
London, S.W.|I. 




















hoe: 







Gentlemen, allow us to present the King of Beasts taking 
‘refreshment, and, believe it or not, he is drinking WATER. 
His two pals don’t seem able to stomach the idea. 








Th e | Made famous 

Look out, fellahs — Here’s the ‘‘ Champ.” Boy, oh, boy, does tis ng and by Constable S 

he look ferocious? See how he watches his opponent’s : the _ painter, 

feet .. . Shades of Jim Driscoll Flatford Bridge, Suffolk, is visited by people from all over 
the world. 


“The ‘Love Bug’ 
has got HIM O.K.”’ 





“Lay off 
my girl, 
you phil- 
anderer” 
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